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And toke hir out by force,

And drefl hir Bacchus like,

And hid hir face with boughes and leaues

(For being knowen by like.)

And brought hir to hir houfe,
But when the wretch it knewe,
That now againe fhe was fo neere
To Tereus vntrue.

She trembled oft for dreade,
And lookt like alhes pale.
But Progne (now in pnuie place)
Set filence al to fale,

And tooke the garments off,
Difcouering firfl hir face,
And fifler like did louingly
Faire Phylomene embrace.

There me (by lhame abafht)

Held downe hir weeping eyes,

As who mould fay: Thy right (by me)

ys refte in wrongful wife.

And down on the ground me falles,
Which ground fhe kifl hir fill,
As witneffe that the filthie fadte
Was done againfl hir wil.

And call hir hands to heauen,
In fleede of tong to tell,
What violence the lecher vfde,
And how hee did hir quell

Wherewith the Queene brake off

Hir piteous pearcmg plainte,

And fware with fworde (no teares) to venge

The crafte of this conftrainte.